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Traffic 


Red. 

Green. Red. 

Green. 

James blinked from above the edge of the Sports section, his eyes fixed on the lights. 
Green... green... green... 

Slowly, he lowered the paper and dropped it onto the table. 

Green... green... green... 


Yes! Now, go! 


Green... green... green... 
He was lifting himself off the chair when the lights changed again 
Red 

Fuck. 

Red...red...green...red...red...red... 

Fuck. 


The lights flashed green again, briefly, when Kirk wiggled his ass sliding another batch of sugar cookies into the 
oven, then they went back to red. 


Red. Red. Red. 

What the hell? 

Red... red... red... 

Was it broken, or what? 

It wasn't some cheap, made in China shit. 

Red. 

Surely it couldn't have broken so easily. 

Red. 

James groaned. 

(Five hundred twenty bucks-plus tax and shipping-for the latest fashion gimmick Kirk had found on the 
Internet: Christmas jeans, with a special system of lights built into the seat of the pants, that were supposed 
to change color depending on the movements of the person wearing the pants. Five hundred twenty bucks for 
the "New Way To Celebrate Christmas This Year" Kirk had charged to James's American Express. Of course.) 
He hadn't been desperate, not at first. They'd had sex this morning-slow and lazy, then again in the shower- 
zestful and dirty. And totally absolutely satisfying. After the shower Kirk had put on the new jeans and James 


agreed to Kirk's idea to follow the rule: if he wanted to get into Kirk's ass again, he'd have to wait for the 
lights to turn green 


Bah. What a stupid, fucking stupid idea. 


At first, itd sounded like fun, but now he was horny, watching Kirk parade around the kitchen in his brand 


spanking new Christmas jeans. Spanking. Now, that's an idea, except for- 
Red. Red. Red. Fucking red. 
Fucking stupid idea 


Note to himself: do not let Kirk use his credit card again, no matter how much eyelashes batting is involved. 


And do not agree to follow stupid rules. 

His gaze followed Kirk around. 

Red. 

Kirk dropped the spoon with batter. He bent down to pick it up and wipe the floor. 
Red. 

What. The. Fuck. 

Red. 

He was seeing red. 

Red. Red. Red. 

Enough of that shit. 


He sprang up from his chair. Strode across the kitchen. Pushed himself behind Kirk, closed his arms around 


him. 
Kirk looked over his shoulder, a smile on his face, a cookie in hand "What's up? Want some?" 


James scarfed the still warm cookie. He rocked his hips, pressing his hard-on against Kirk. "Yes, | want some. 


Not cookies, | want you." 
"What about the rule? Which lights are on?" 


James didn't have to look down to see the red glow. Oh fuck the rules. He swallowed the last crumb of the 
cookie. In Kirk's ear, he growled, "Take these fucking jeans off." 


"Now?" 
"Now." 
"And then what?" Kirk rubbed his cheek against James's stubble. 


"And then we will celebrate Christmas the old-fashioned way." 


eR 


Some time later, the smell of burning cookies worked its way into James's brain. He had a panting Kirk under 
him and as far as he was concerned, the whole house could burn to the ground. So fuck the cookies. They 


were going into trash, right with Kirk's Christmas jeans. 


With the self-satisfied grin of a man who makes the right decisions in life, James resumed his Christmas 


celebration. 
Downstairs, discarded on the kitchen floor, Kirk's jeans were blinking happily in red and green, dreaming of the 


moment when they get to rub against that sexy ass of their owner again-because let's face it, who doesn't 


dream about it?-unaware that their fate had just been sealed. 


(end) 


